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The Tngdie tf 

To fcarlctmdignation.and bcdeaw _ / 

Her pafoars grade vvithfay thfoll Enghfo blood. 

T^ortb. The King of heauetvforbid, our Lora the King 
Should fo with ciuill and vnciiiill armes 
Be rufot vpon.Thy thrife noble Coofin, 

Harry Bullingbrooke doth humbly kille thy hand, 

And by the lionourable T ombe he fw cares, 

That {lands vpon your royal! Grandfircs bones, 

And by the royalties of both your bloods • 

Currents that fpring from one moft gracious head. 

And by the buried handof warlikeGaunt, 

And bv die worth and honour of himfelfe, 

Comprising all that may be fworne or faid, 

His comming hither hath no further fcope, 

Then for his liniall royalties, and to begge 
Infranchifement immediate on his knees, 

Which on thy royall partie grauntcd once. 

His glittering Armes he wilTcommend to ruft. 

His barbed Swedes to Stables, and his heart 
To fay thfull feruicc of your Maieftie. 

This fw cares he, as he is a Prince iuft: 

And as I am a Gen tlem, I 'credit him. 

King. Northumberland/ay thus : the King rcturnCs, 

His noble Coofin is righ\-vclcomehither. 

And all the number of hk faire demaundes 
Shall be accomplilht without contradi&ion, 

With all the gracious vtterance thou haft 1 , 

Speake to his gentle hearing kind cemmendes: 

We do debafe our felues(Coo(m)do we not? 

T o looke fo poorely,and to fpcake fo faire? 

Shall we call backe Nordiiffnberland,and fond 
Defiance to the traitour, and fo die/ 

Attm. No good my Lt»rd,kts fight with gentle wordes, 
T ill time lend friends, and friendes their helpfull fwords. 

King. Oh God, oh God that ere this tongue of min?, 

Tha t laid-ehe fentence of dread banifhment 
Qn yon proud man, fo ould take! toff again e, 

With words offootli l Oh that 2 were as great, t 
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Sicbtrd the Second. 

As is my griefe,or leffer then my name ! 

Or that I could forget what I haue been,! 

Or not remember what I mull be now ! 

Swell’ll thou (proud heart,) lie giue thee fcope to beat. 
Since foes haue fcopeto beat both thee and mee. 

Aim. Northumberland comes backe fro Bullingbrooke. 
King. What muft the King do now? muft he fubmic? 
TheKmg foall doit : Mufthebedepofde? 

The King foall be contented : Muft he loofc 
The name of a King? a Gods name let it goe : 

He giue my jewels for a fet ofBeades : 

My gorgeous Pallace,for a Hermitage : 

My gay Apparell,foran Almef-mansGownc 
MyfigurdeGob!cts,for a difo ofWood : ' 

My Scepter, for a Palmers walking Staffe: 

My Subiefts,for a payre of earned Saintts : 

And my large Kingdome, for a little Graue, 

Alittle little Graue, an obfeure Graue*, 

Or,lle be buried in the Kings hie way, 

Some way of common trade, where fubieftes feetc 
May hourely trample on their Soueraighes headj 
For on my heart they tread now whilli l liue : 

And buried once, why not vpon myhead? 
tyiumerle y \\\o\x weepeft (my tender-hearted Coofin) 
Wcelemake fbule weather with defpifed tearcs*, 

Our figfies,and they, foall lodge the fummer corne. 

And make a dearth in this reuoltingland : 

Or foall weplay^the wantons wi th our woes, 

And make fome pretty match with foeading teares, 

And thus to drop them ftill vpon one place, 

Till they hane fretted vs a paire of Grapes 
Within the earth : and theerein lay de •, their lies 
T wo kinfemen digd their GraueS with weeping eyes? 
Would not this ill doe well? well well 1 fee, 
Italkebi'tidlely,and you laugh atmee. 

Moft mightv Prince,my Lord Northumberland. 

W hat fa yes King Bullingbrooke, will his Maieftie 
Giue Richard leauc to liuc till Richard die? 

G 

3 *- - 





150 160 170 180 190 200 210 220 230 240 250 260 270 280 

I 


290 




► 



